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be h mad ono the gathermg goget 
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ze your patience, and my loue __ 
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and my ſelfe to\your like meals Al n 
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« Tothe Reader, 
| $7. 

EY AsQv1trt, having been long 
MH» Vy;) in his dumps,in ſomewhat bet- 
” 64 { ter then a browne ſtudic , hath 
S801 brought forth the fruires of a 
3300 \' fewe melancholike humours: 
STERN whichchictcly be commendeth- 
= tq ſpirits of his own nature,full 
of melancholy, and as necre Bedlem, as Moore- 
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haue wel began, I wiltel you; 
were much troubled, as you 
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will, I leaue it; entreating no manto wreſte his 
will to any thing, further then may ſtand with 
his pleaſure ; but to ſpeake indifferently of all 

things,as hee findes cauſe: and ſol reſt | 


Your friends, N. B, 
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For as one comming witha MO! viere, 
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** o wthat? woulaſt finde the hubir of true pasſion, 
And ſee a minde attir din perſett lraines; 


5 4 faſhiom, 
kts 6 gallant: doe a faſhi 


In theſe pide times only to rw therr braines, 
Looke here on "I worke,the mae print: 
Where,ſuch perfettions to the life ape riſe. 
_ : rc wry,to ſuch as looke aſquint, 
{1 ner in = obeet, ys their eyer. 


Vnto 4 cunning piece wrought | erſ} celiue 
Wants facultie to make a cenſure iruc: : 
So with this Authors Reader: will « thrive: 


Which being eyed dire 
His proofe their rr 
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meete, &s in this line, 
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H my thoughts, keepe in your words, 


4; ce, and ſay nothing... 14 
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| | Leaſttheir paſſage dorepentyec: 

f 3 (Knowing, Fortune ſtill order 
[2%] Nothing, but may diſcontent yee, 


If your Saint be like the Sunne, ; 
Sit not yee in Phebis chaire; 

Leaſt, when once the horſes runne, 
Yee be Dedalus his heire, 


If your labours well deſerue, 
Let your ſilence onely grace them: 
And, in patience,hope preſerue, 
Thatno fortune can deface them, 


I your friend doe growe vnkinde, 


Grieue, but doe not ſeeme to ſhowe 12, 


For, a patient heatt ſhall finde 
Comtorr, when the ſoule thallknow it, 


If your truſt be all betrai'd, 


Trie, but truſt no more at all: 
But in ſoule be nor diſmar'd, 
VVharſocuer doe betall, 
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Breton pact Humour | 


And what FR your ſtate, - 
Doenot lan; aith nM 
Leaſt you finde itall too late, 

Sorrow be a deadly ſong. ' | |- | 


reed in.this, | 

If your p be Caczlel 

Crofle, or con iforr, bale,or bliſle, | 
Tis the beſt, is notreucaled. 


So, mydeereſt thoughts, adieu, 

Harke whereto my ſoule doth call yee: 
Be bur ſecret, wiſe, and true, | 
Feare no cuill can befall yees. 


| UWhatis hell? ; 
ar istheplace,thar ſome do paint for hell? 
A lake of horrour for thelife of man. 

Is it nor,then,the death wherein I dwell, 
That _— no ioy,fince firſt my life began? _ 


Whatare rt diuels? $ irits of rormenting. 
Whar elſcare they,that vexe me in cach vaine® 
With wretched thou zhts,my wotull ſpirit remp- 


Or clic plex meCin an » 8-4 (ting, 
Whar 
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'Bretons Melancholike Humoure, 
What is the fire? but, an effe& of ſinne, 


That keepes my heartin an vnkindly heat; 
How long ſhallI this life continue ins 
Till crue repentancemercy doe entreate, 


Andpz *.euen at the lateſt breath; 
Saue mee Hveer Lord, yer £5 the ſecod death, 


Mal content, 


F I defir'd vnto the world to liue, 

Or ſought in ſouleto ſerue the golden God: 
IfI did homage to an idole giue, - 5 

Or, with the wicked, wiſhc to haue abode, 


Then well mi htTuſtice layher ſword vpon m 
In due corfeltion of my crooked hw Us 

Bur, ſhall I liue,in ſoule thus woe begon mee, 
That ſecke infaith to ſcrue the berrer part? 


Ah wretched ſoule, why doſt thou murmur ſo2 
It is thy croſle, and thou art borneto. beare it: 
Through helliſh gricts,thy hartto heauE mult go, 
For patience crowne,it thou wilt liue to wear it, 


Then reſt with this(fince faith is vertues friend) 
Death ends EY makes a happy 
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To aca to live tob 


Good Comapal __ vv Ouun wee, 
And cruell care hath too much torne thee: 
Vofaithfull friends/do all decciue ghee, 


Acquaintance all indly leauethee, = 


Beauty out of bar booke doth blot thee, 
Andloue hath vrterly forgot thee, 
edoth buit paſſion moue. 


Patienc 


| While only honour fws to louc thee, | 


Thine enemies all il deuiſe thee," | 
Thy friends but lictle good aduile thee: 


And they, who moſt doe ducty owe thee, 
Doe ſeeme as though they doc not knowe thee. 


Thus pittie WCepes to looke vpon thee, 
To fee how thouart woe begon thee: 

And whilerheſe paſſions ſceke to ſpill thee, | 
Death but artends thehoure to ki thee, 


And finceno thoughte i is comming ro thee, 
Thar any way may comfort doc thee, 

Diſpoſe thy thoughtes,as beſt may pleaſe theez 
That FO of: Sith eve caſe thee, 
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Brotons Melancholike Humours, 


q A Teſtament vpon the paſſon. * 
O care, thatcrucifies ” heart, 
My ſighes, and ſobbes,I doe bequeath, 
Andto hr. ſorrowes deepeſt nn | 
The lateſt gaſpe tharTI doe breath, 


To Fortunel bequeath my folly, 

Togiue to ſuch as ſecke her grace: 

To ftaithleſle friends, that fortune wholly, 
That brought mee in this heaute caſe, © 


To beauty, I bequeath mine age: 
To loue, the hate of wit, and ſenſe: 
Topatience, but the cure of rage: 
To honour, vertues patience. 


Mine enemies I do forgiue: 

And, to my friends, I giue my loue: 
And wiſh, vngratefull hearts may liue , 
Butlike ingratitude to proue.. 


Topitty,I bequeath my teares, 
To fill her eyes when they be dry: | 
To faith, the feareleſſe thoughts of feares, 


Togiueto life,to let me die. 


My care, I doe bequeath to death, 

To cut the threades,that thoughts do ſpinne, 
And,at my lateſt gaſpe of breath, 

To heauen my foule,to hell myſinne.. 
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Findes them nothing elſc bur nitles, 


Bretons Melachall Humours: | 
« A /anifticle blemne hamony: 


Sao ov ND, good Ire on,ſound my ſorrowes, - | 


any living: | 
Finde — wort of all her luing, 


When ſhe moſt her miſchicte borrowes. 


Leaue not patiegce all perplexed, 


Where no paſſions are nr 
Bur her torments neuer caſed, | 


Keepe her ſpirit too much vexed. 


Tell,ohtell the rv ſtory, 
That hath long time bene deſcribed: 


Whereto iuſtly is aſcribed 


SOIroWes pride, _ death his glory, 


Loue bred in Aſfcterions blindneſle, 
Shadowes, for t = __ afeQing 
Nothing, but n ng effeCting, 

Shewes the cro wr atures kindneſle, 


Wit, bewitcht with wanton beauty, 
Loſt theraines of reaſons bridle: 
And, in folly all roo idle, | 


Brake the bands of reaſons dury. | 


Time miſſpene M follies trifles | 
(With repentance ſorrow feeding) 
In the rules of reaſons recding, | 


Care 
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Bretons Melancholike Himours, 


Care, yet, ſeeking to recouer 
Indiſcretions heauie loſles, 
Found in caſting vp my crofles, 

Sorrow only left the louer, 


q] CA briefe of ſorrowe.. 
1M v 5 = of ſadneſſe,neere deaths faſhion, 


Too neere madneſle, write my paſſion. 
Paines poſleſle mee, forrowes ſpill mee, 
Carcs diſtreſſe mee, all would kill mee. 
Hopes haue faild mee, Fortune foild mee,, | 
Feares haue quaild me, all haue ſpoild mee. . | 
Woes haue worne mee, ſighes haue ſoakt mee, 
Thoughts haue torne mee, all haue broke. ME&s 
Beauty ſtrooke me,loue hath catcht mee, 

Death hath tooke mee; all diſpatcht mee. 


1 A (olemne fancy. 
0 oRRovy inmy heart breedeth 
A Cocatrices neaſt: 


Where euery young bird feedeth, 
Vpon my hearts vnreſt, 


Where euery pecke they giue mee 
(V'Vhich cuery houre they doe) 
Vnto ſuch paine they driue mce, 
I knowenot what to doe. . 
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ply hatche 
cif 
ll the minde, 


$ are bur rifles, | 
ts confounde, | 


Fortune, ſhe feckes to fveare mee, | 


To all maydi 
Yet fayes ſhe do forbeare mee, 
She dothno nore torment mce, 


_ ſhe doth retaine mee 
arce a fauours title: | 
And ;though ſhe doe diſdeigne mee, 

She thinkes my gricfe r00 lictle, . 


Louefalles into 4 laughing, A 


5 


Ar reaſons little ating, 


Bretons Melancholike Humoure, 


But,lether drinke,and ſpare not, 
Vnrill my heart be dry: 
And,let loue laugh: Icarenor: 
| Myhopeis, I ſhalldy. 


And death ſhall only tel! | 

| My froward fortunes faſhion, 

Thatneareft vnto hell,; | 
Was found the louers paſſion. | 


q I ſolemne ſonnet. x 


F* xTvN2 hathwrit charaQters on my hearr, 
& As full of croſles, as the skinne can holde: 
Which tell oftrorments, tearing cuery part, 
While death and ſorrowedoe my fate vafolde. 


Parience ſits leaning like nanny ſoule, 
Thar had no heart to thinke of hopes reliefes 
VVhile fruitleſſe cares diſcomfort doe enroule, 


Within the ground of neuer ending gricte. 


Thoughts flic abour, as all in feare confounded: 
Reaſon owne mad,with too much mal content, 

Loue paſhon-rent, to ſec his patience wounded, 
VVith dreadful] terrors of deſpaires intent; | 


While care concludesin comforts ouerthr owne, | 
VWhe death can ſpeak,my paſlis ſhal beſhowne. 
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' Or" ſhe doth 


Ler me increa that 
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Where neuer t 


Orby be fnalletf 


In ccaflcleſle ſigh +) 
Bur,oh,whar NOUPLT £ h | in | 
patience findes. cr in pasſio 
That neerethe doore\ palm wrqugh 75 ts 
In horrors fits that will deſcribe my roo much figur'd hell. 


What want, what wrong, what c: = ape 0o47 16am enve omar 
Burt, day and howre, DE Cnc n in all, and euery 
Want to the bodies nee ory apheenrs" the minde: 


Where want makes wit and reaſc n both to goe againſt 
Carc,to dcuiſc for com: dlorrs help & burſobyforune coſt, 


their kinde, 


Defre no urin Fcors bur labour loſt. 
Deſire to liue in in living, 
And ſoa d privacy 7: nl 


Oh hell o if cucrearth 
Where ſuch a ork F 


ping, 
LL vrror canaff or 
£ lay the 
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mw 


vevoar. ſorrowe -——— Yi 
| all hopcleiſe 

ic obices of icfe, 
IT COMES, WOCS ke near a waking vaine, 
T | griefe,thatir were day againe. 
nights: 11 Jols are daics : which dazes are like 

le preſerburonly forrowsſighrs,(thoſc tights, 
Which to eycburofihes minc appeare, 
To hill the heart of forlorne hope mo_ 
Oh hart,how canſt thou hold > and art not broke cre this? 
When allthy ftrings are bur th ftraines thar coforr ſtrikes anuſle. 
Yermuſt thou make chy muſickeftill, bur of that mournfull ſtraine, 
Where frronegn he loundofd Mi mee 
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 Bretons Melancholthe Humours, | 


ones for to fee 


le cares conſume, 
liucs by me,when I muſt dic,to feede bur 

The thar's hfited allday long,hath ſporryer with thehofids, 
pan a-har wet prac diver. yr idly wounds: 
Bur my poore heart is hunted ſtill, with ſuch a cruel cry, | 
As, in their dogg dh nours,liue,while I alone'muſt die, | 
The Swan thart fings before her death doth ſhew that ſhe is þ 
To knowe that death will not be long in helping the diſcaf'd: 
But my poore Swanlike foule (alas)hath no wer to li 
Becauſc ſhe knowez nor when my death will make my care a ki 
AGIIEY only Amano jan iy/oo cho 1 

many torments tecare my heart, and tugge it cuery way. } 
My Sunne is turnd|intoa ſhade: orclſe mine — 4 c 
Thar ſorrowes clouge makes all feeme darke, that comes it 
My youth,to fas way) 105 IeTs. comforts areſo colde,(mi 
My forrowe s me 1nconceit to be decrepit olde. 
My hopes to feares:or elſe becauſe my fortunes are forlorne 
My fancie makes me make my ſelfe vnto my ſelfe a ſcorne. | 
My life,to deathzor glſc becauſe my heart is fo perxplexed, | 
I my ſelfe butliuing dead,to fecle my ſoule fo vexed, 
For,whatis here that earth can yeeldin cs ſweeteſt vaing, 
Bur,in the midſt of all my cares,doth till increaſe my paine? | 
While Epicures are ouerglur, I ly and ſtarue for foode, 


Becauſe my conſcience can not ill good. 
Whileochor feaamel inchoyce offi Ile alma ia regia 
Becauſe I can nor fitte the time, to fill the golden bagges. | 
While other are bedeckr in golde,in pearle and pretious ſtone, 
I ſigh to ſee they haue ſo I can light of none, 
Not that I enuic their eſtate, but wiſh that God would giue | 
Some comfort,to 7 mop hope,wherby my heart mighe liue. 
_ feeble ſpirit feedes, of nothin 

While re teevlc ſpirit , g 
Some ad grove houſes Rarely built,and os cabs 
Whule ina cottage, bare and poore, I bide the birter colde, 
hone thes deem entnir bebo teatmend Ss 
While 1 am to walke on foote, and glad Icandoe ſo. 
Some haue their muſickes hermony to picale their idle cares, = 
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Bur I amforc't to 
—— o play 


| my doth finde my ſpirit ſpoiled. 
The winds doc blowe away the clowds,that would obſcure the Sun: 
And,how all glorious is the sky, when once the ſtormes arc done! 
Bur,in the heaus of myhartshope,where my loucs light doth ſhine, 
ning Tetuttlonde ofcromer elſe my ſunne decline» 


I 
_ ther 
my poore hcart,in woefull choughtes, muſt w1 

nm rai whe Rippes ec exchorcide, 
fiſhes,on the ſunny ſhore,doe play on cuery + 

Bur wy hearr,in hw thte b Echo offachoqueime, 

As, while theſe ſtormy holde,can neuer looke for calme.. 

So that Iſec,each bird, and beaſt, the ſca,the carth, the cky, 

All ſometime in their pleaſures live, while I alone mult dic» 

Now,thinke,if all this be too true(as would it were nat ſo) 

If any creature live on carth, that doc like ſorrow knowe. 

_—_— of ſorrow,cuen her ſclfe; to thinke how 1 am wounded, 

be not,to ſee my woes, withn her ſclfe confounded; 


Orſay,no fifure can ſuffice,ay ſorrowes frame to faſhion, | 
- Where patifce thus harh ſhew'dher ſelfe,bey6d her ſelfe in paſſion, . 


Par nulla figure dolori,nec dolor meo. 
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is watred,fmoth'd and dreſt,to keepe her ran ad 
away. 
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Brezons Melancholiky humoure, 


SS ATRAES 


I A ſolemme farewell to the world,” 


OQ H forlorne fancy,whereto doſt thou liue, 


To weary outthe ſenſes with vnreſt? - 
Hopes are but cares, thar but diſcomforts giue, 
While only fooles doe clime the Phenix neſt, 
To hearrtſicke ſoules, all ioyes are but a icſt. 


Thou doſt in vain,bur ſtriue againſtthe ſtreame, 


With blinded cycs to ſee the ſunny beame, 


Die with deſire, abandond from delight; 

Thy weary winter laſteth all the yeare, 

Say to thy ſelfe,thar darkneſle is the light, 

Wherein doth nothing butthy death appearez 

While wit, and ſenſe, in ſforrowes heauy cheare, 
Findes thee an humour , bur vnkindly bredde, 


Of hopes illuſions,in too weake a head. 


Fortune affrightes thee withathouſand feares, 

While folly teedes thee with abuſe of wit: 

And, while thy force in fainting paſhon weares, 

Patience is ready to increaſe the fit, 

Where agonies in their extreames doefit, . 
So thar, each way, thy ſoule is {o perplexed, 
As better die, then liue - beſo vexed.. 
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Bretons Melancholike Humours, 


CS ES WS HABEAS ES 
Say,patience ſomewhat doe afſwage thy paine; 
Prolonged cures are too vaucomfortable: 


And where that care doth neuer comfort gaine, 

The ſtate.alaſſe,muſtneedes be miſcrable. 

Where ſorrowes labours are fo lamentable, 
That filence ſaies, that to the ſoule complains, 
Concealed forrowes are the killing paines. 


Then doe notceaſſeto ſigh and ſobbe thy fill, 
Bleede in the teares of rrue loues liuing blood, 
Shewe how vakindneſle ſeckes the heart to kill, 
That hides a Buzzard 'in a Falcons hoode. 
Feede not thy ſelfe with milconceipted good, 
Better to ſtarue, then,in a ſugred pill, 
Totaſte the poiſon of the ſpirits ill. 


But,if thoucanſt content thee with thy life, 
And wilt endure a double death to liue, / 
If thou canſt bearethat bitter kinde of ſtrife, 
Where croſle conceipts but diſcontents do giue, 
If to this ende,thoucanit thine humour driue, 
And cares true patience can command thee ſo, 
Giue nee then leaue to tell rhee what I knowe. 
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Bretons Melancholthe Humour s, 


CI TR Fae Loo 03-5. 


I knowe too well, thatall roo Jong haue tryed, 
That earth containerh not that may content thee. 
Sorrowe will ſo beſet thee on each fide, 
That wit, nor reaſon can the thoughr inuent thee, 
But that will ſome way ſerue for to torment thee, 
Hope wil decciue thec,happineſle goeby thee, 
Fortune will faile thee,and the world defie thee, 


Beauty will blinde thine eyes,bewitch thine hearr, 


| Conftound thy ſenſes, and commaund thy will, 


Scorne thy deſire, not looke on thy deſfarr, 

Diſdaine thy ſeruice, quitethy good with il], 

And make no care thy very ſoule to kill: 
Time will outgoe thee, ſorrowe onertake thee, 


And death, a ſhadow of aſubſtance, make thee, 


Fknow this world will neuer befor thee: 

Conſcience muſt carry thee another way. 

Another world muſt be for thee and mee, 

Where happie thoughts muſt make their holiday, 

While heauenly comforts neuer will decay. 
We muſt not thinke in this ill age to thriue, 


VVherefaith and loue are ſcarcely found aliue. 
C4 VVe 
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Bretons Melancholike Humonrs., 


Wee muſt not build our houſes on the ſands, 
Where cuery flood will waſh them quite away: 
Nor ſet our ſcales vnto thoſe wicked bands, 
Where damned ſoules their debts in hel muſt pay: 
Our ſtates muſt ſtand vpon a better ſtay: 

Vpon the rock we muſt our houſes builde, 

That wil our frames,from winde,8: water ſhield 


Goe, bid the world, with all his traſh, farewell, 
And tell the carth,it ſhall be all but duſt 
Theſe wicked wares that worldlings buy and {el}, 
The Moarth will cate, or clfc the canker ruft: 
All fleſhis graſle, and to the grauc itmult. 
This finke of ſinne,is but the way to hell, 
Leaue itI fay,and bid the world farewell. 


Account of pompe,but as a-ſhadowed power, 
And thinke of friends, bur as the ſommer flies: 
Eſteeme of beauty asa fading lower, / 
And louers fancies,but as fabled lies: 
Knowe,that on earth there is no Paradiſe. 
V'Vho ſees not heauen,is ſurely ſpirit-blinde, 
And like a body,thatdoth lacke a _ 
en 
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Bretons Melancholike humour. 


| Thenyler vs lie as dead, till there wee live, 


Where only loue doth liue for cuer bleſt, 
And only loue the onely life doth giue, - 
That bringes the ſoule vnto eternall reſt. 
Letvs this wicked, wretched world deteſt, 


Where graceleſſe hearts in helliſh ſins perſeuer, +. 


And fly to heauen, to liue in grace for cuer, 


q A ſolempt conceipt. 
- 
o TH Joue liuc in beauties eyes? 
Why then are they ſo valoung? 
Patience in her paſſion prouing: 
There his ſorrowe chiefely lics, 
2 


Lives beliefe in louers hearts? 


Why then are they vnbclicuing, 
 Hourely ſo the ſpirit grieuing, 
With athouſand icalous ſmarts? 


Is there pleaſure in loues paſſion? 
Why then is it ſo vnpleaſing, 
Heart and ſpirit both diſcafing, 

Where the wits are out of faſhion? 

I 

No: loue ſees, in beauties eyes: 
He hath only loſt his ſeeing; 
Where in ſorrowes only being, 


All his comfort nn 


Faith ; 
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Bretons Melancholike Humonrs, 
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Faith, within the heart of loue, 
Fearefull of the thing it hath, 
Treading ofa trembling path, 
Doth bur tcalouſie approue. 


In loues paſſion hen what pleaſure? 
Which is but a lunacy: 
Where griefec,feare, and icaloulic 
Plague the ſenſes out of meaſure, 


Farewell chen(vnkindly) fancy, 
In thy courſes all too cruell: 
Woe, the price of ſucha icwell, 
As turnes reaſon to a {ranzy, 


q 4ſrauge A,B, C. 


Olcarne the babies A,B, C, 
Is fit for children, nor tor mee, 
I knowe the letters all ſo well, - 
I neede not learne the way to ſpell: 
And, for the croſle,before the rowe, 
Llearn'd it all too long agoe. 


Then let them goe to ſchoole thartliſt, 

To hang the lippe, at Had 1 wft. | 

I neuer lou'd a booke of horne, 

Norleaues, that haue their' letters worne, 
Nor with a feſcue to dire mee, | 
Where cuery puny ſhall corre tnee. 
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Bretons Melantholike Hunours, 


I will the treuant play awhile, 
And,with mine care, mineeye beguile, 
And only heare, what other ſee, mpg 
What mocketh them as well as mee, 
And laugh at him, that goes to ſchoole, 
Tolearne with mceto play the foole, 


But ſofta while:I haue miſtooke. 
| This is but ſome imagin'd booke, 
That wilfull hearts in wantons eyes, 
Doe onely by conccits deuiſe: 

Where ſpell,and put together proue 
 Thereading of cherules of loue, 


Bur, it it beſo, ler itbe: 

Ir ſhall no leſion be tor mee. | 

Let them goe ſpell, that can notreede, 

And know the crofle vato their ſpeedez _ 
VVhileI amtaught but to diſcerne, | 
How to torget the thingI learne, 


q Fie onpride. 
'T: - z hidden pride that lurkes in beauties eyes, 


nd ouerlookes the humble hearts of loue, 


Doth nothing elſe but vaine effeRtes deuile, 


That may diſcretion from the minde remoue, | 
D 2 Oh 
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Bretons Melancholike Humour. 


Oh,how it workes in wit ,for idle wordes, 
To buy repentance butwith labour loſt: 
While ſorrowes fortune nothing elſe affordes 


But ſhowres of raine, vpon a bitter froſt. 


A wicked ſhadowe that deceiues the {ight, 
And breedes an itch, that ouerrunnes the hart: . 

Whichyleauing reaſon in a pitious plight, 
Conſumes the ſpirit, with a cureleſie ſmart, 


While wounded patiencein her paſhon cries; 
Fic vpon pride,that lurkes in beauties eyes; 


< A farewell to lone, 


AREVYELT louc, and louing folly, 


Fan thy thoughts are too vnholly: 


Beauty ſtrikes thee full of blindeneſle, 


 Andthen kils thee with vnkindneſle, 


Farewell wit, and witty reaſon, 
All betrai'd,by fancies treaſon:, 
Loue hath of all ioy bereft thee, 


And to forrow on y left thee. 


Farewell will, and wilfull faney, 
All in daunger of a franzy: 


Lous to beauties bowe hath wonne thee, 
And togither,all vndone thee, 


Fare- 


Bretons Melancholike Humour, 


Farewell beauty, ſorrowes Agent: | 
Farewell ſorrow, patience pagent: 

' Farewell patience, paſſions ſtayer: 
Farewell paſſion, loues betrayer. 


Sorrowes agent, patience pagent: 
Paſhons ſtayer, loues betrayer, 
Beauty, ſorrow, patience, paſſion, 
Farewell life of ſuch afaſhion, 


Faſhion, ſo good faſhions ſpilling; 
Paſſion, ſo with paſſions killing: 
Patience ,ſo with ſorrow wounding: 
Farewell beauty, loues confounding, 


q 4ieaſting curſe, 

"1s vpon that too much beauty, 
k.  Thatſoblindeth reaſons ſceing, 
As, in ſwearing all loues duery, 


Giues him, no whereelſe, abecing. 


Curſed be thou all in kindneſle, 
That with beauty, loue haſt wounded; 
Blefſing loue,yet in ſuch blindeneſle, 

As in beautie is confounded. 


Euer maiſtthouliue tormented, 
VVith the faith of loue vnfained, 

Till chy heart may be contented 

Torclicue whom thou haſt pained. 
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q A ſolemme tie, 
[| F thatloue hadbeene aking, 
He would have commanded beauty: 
But, hee is afilly thing, 
That hath iworge to doc her dyery. 


- 


If that loue had beene a God, 
He hadthen bene full of grace: 
But, how grace and loue are odde, 
Tis too plaine a pitious caſe. 


No :loue is an idle i 

Thathath only made a woord 

Like vnto a Cuckoesneaſlt, 
That hathneuer hatchtabird. 


Then, from nothing to conceiue 
That may any ſubſtance bee; 

Yet ſo many doth deceiue , 
Lordof heauendeliuer mee. 
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YA diſpleaſure 424inſt lone, 

F. oVE ls witty, but notwiſe, 
When he ſtares on beauties eyes, 

Finding wonders in conceir, 


That doe fall out but deceit, 
Witis ſtable, but not ſtated, 


When his ſcnſes arc Hetraied: 
Wher=,to0 late ſorrow doth proue, 
Beauty inakes a foole of loue, 


Youth is forward, but too fond, 
When he falles in Cxpids bond: 
VVaere repeatance lets him ſee, 
Fancy faſt is neuer free, 


Age is cunning, but vnkinde, 
Whea he once growes Cupid-blinde, 
For,when beauty is vatoward, 
Agecan neuer be but froward. 


_" 


So thatI doe finde in briefe, 

In the grounds of natures priefe, 

Age, and youth,and wit doe ptoue, 

Beauty makes a foole of loue. 

q| A farewel to conceipt. 

F AREVVE LI Conceit: Coccit no more wel fare, 
Hope feeds the heart with humours,to no cacs. 

Fortune 1s falſe in dealing of her ſhare: 
Vertue, in heauen, mult only ſceke a friend. 
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Adieu deſire: deſire, no more adiecu. 
Will hath no leaſure to regard defart: 

Loue findes;too late,the prouerbe all too true, 
That beauties eyes ſtoode neuer in her heart, 


Away poore loue: loue, ſecke no more a way 


Vnto thy woe, where wiſhing is no wealth: 
In nightes deepe darkeneſle, neuer looke for day, 
Nor in hearts ſickneſle,cuer ſecke for health, 


Deſire, conceipt, away, adicu, farewell, 
Loue is deceiud, that ſeeks for heauen in hell, 


92 An onhappy,ſolemnegeaſting curſe, 


H venome, curſed, wicked,wretched eyes, 
The killing lookers on the heart of lone: = 


O 


Where witching beauty liues but to deuiſe 


The plague of wit, and paſhions hell to prouc: 


That ſnowy necke, that chilleſt ,more then ſnowe, 
Both eyes & harts, that liue but to behold thee: 
That graceles lip,fro wh&ce loues grief dothgrow, 


W ho doth,in all his frveeteſt ſenſe infold thee: 


Thoſe chaining hairs more hard theniron chains, 
In tying faſt the faireſt thoughts of loue, 
Yeeſhameful cheeks,that in your bluſhing vains, 
The rauitht paſſions of the minde doc proue: 


Yee 
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Bretons Melancholihe H WOUT .S, 
Yee ſpider fingers of thoſe ſpitefullhands, 


Tharworke but webbes,to tangle fancies eyes: 
Thar Idole breaſt, that like an Image ſtands, 
To worke the hell of reaſons herchlics: 


Thoſe Fairy feete,whoſe chary ſteppes doe ſteale 
Thoſe hearrs,whole cies do but their ſhadowes 

Tharrurhleſflc ſpirit, that may well rencale, (fee: - 
Vhere loues coatutions all included be: 


To thee,that canſt,or wilt not bend thy will, 
To vie thy gitts all gratious in their nature, 

To patience good, and notto paſſions ill, 
And mailt,and wilt nor be a bleſled creature, 


I wiſh,and pray, thine eyes may weepe for woe 
They cannot get one looke of thy beloued: 

Thy ſnowy necke may be as coldeas ſnowe, 
\'irh colde of fteare, it hath no fancy moued, 


Thy lippe,in anger by thy teeth be bitten, 
Itcan not giue one kiſſing {weete of loue: 
And,by thy l1unds,thy ſhriuled haires be {mitten, 
For want of holding of thy hopes behoue: 


Thy bluſhing checkes looſe all their liuely blood, 
\V:ith pinn:g paſſions of impatient thought: 

Thar Idolc bodice, Ikea piece of wood, 
Conſjumne,to ſee it is e:tcemd tor nought. 
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Bretons Melancholike Humour s., 


Thoſe ſpider fingers, and thoſe Fairy feete 


The crampe ſo crooke,that they may creepe for 


 And,inthat ſpirit ſorrowes poiſons mcete,(gricte: 
* To bring on death,where loue hath no rclicte, 


All theſe, and more iuſt meaſures of amiſle 
Vponthy frownes,on faithtull loue, betall: 

Bur,ſweetly ſinile, & then heauEs pour their bliſſe 
Oa thy hairs,neck;checks,lip,hands,tect,& all, 


q IA qrarrell with loue, 


(3 H thatTI could write a ſtory 
Ot loues dealing with affeCtion; 


Hew hee makes the ſpirit ſory, 


Thar is toucht with his infeQtion, 


But he doth ſo cloſcly winde him, 
In the plaits of will ill pleaſed, 
That the heart can ncuer finde him, 

Till i beroo much diſcaled. 


Tis aſubtill kinde of ſpirir, 
_ Ota venomekinde of nature, 


| Thatcan,like aconny ferret, 


Creepe vnwares vpon a creature. = 


Neuereye that can beholde it, 
Though it worketh firſt by ſeeing; 

Nor conceipr, that can vnfolde it, 
Though in thoughts be all his being. 


Oh, 
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Bretons Melancholiks Humonurs, 


Oh,it maketh olde men witty, ' 
Young men wanton,women idle, 

While that patience weepes , for ply!” I, 
Reaſon bitts not natures bridle. OR 


In it ſelfe it hath no ſubſtance, 
Yet is working worlds of wonder, 

While, in phrenſtes fearefull inſtance, 
Wit, and ſeaſc are put alunder, 


What it is, is in conicQure, 

Seeking much; but nothing finding : 
Like ro fancies architeQure, 
With illuſions, reaſon blinding, 


Day and night, it neuer reſteth, 

Mocking fancy withill fortune, 

Vhile the ſpirit it moleſterh, 
That doth patience ſtill importune, 


Yet, for all this how to finde it, 
Tis vnpoſlible to ſhowe it; 
When the Muſe, that moſt doth minde it, 


Will be furtheſt off to know it, 


Yertcan beauty ſo reteine ir, 
In the —_ of her ſernice, 
That ſhecloſely can mainteine it, 
For her ſeruant chiefe - office, 
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In her chiefely breedes it: 
Re iefely hides. it: 
In her ſeruants faith,ſhee it, 


All his humour is in changing; | 

Prem i ory ininuention: 
ureis in ranging: *' 

Al Liana bk in mnaion, 


Straunge, in all efteQes conceived: 

6: Bur,in ſubſtance, nothing ſounded, 
I | . While the ſenſes are deceiucd, 

b. | ' Thatonidle thoughts are grounded. 


Notto dwell 4 trifle, 

That doth follies hope befall, 

Tis but anewe nothing nifle, _ 
Made for fooles to -. withall. 


q 4 wiſh in vaine.. 

| H, that wit werenot amazed, 
| \þ At the wonder of his ſenics: 
br "  DOrhiseyes, notouergazed, 

b In AMzneruas excellences. 


 Oh;,that reaſon were. not foiled, 
In the rules of all his learning: 
 Orhis learning were not ſpo! 
In the ſweete of loucs diſcerning. 


| | Oh 
AEREABourY 


| Oh, thatb 


Poyſ'ned broth,in filuer diſhes, 
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Bretons Melancholike ak Humonurs 


In regard of reaſons duery: 
Or, that will were notvntoward, 
In the waiward wit of beauty. 


Bur, ſince all in vaine are wiſhes, 
Patience rtels them that haue paſt ir; 


= - 


Kils their ſtomackes thar doe taſte it. 


Wit, and reaſon, loue, andleaming, 
Allin beauties eyes are blinded, 
Where, in ſenſe of ſweere diſcerning, 

She will be vnkindly minded, 


Lex tholehanen tute 
awe + but in thoughts rormented: | 
Labour all they can to leaue her, 
Orelſedie, and be contented, "ITO 
C A conceipt pon an Eazle, and a Phenix. 


a hill, 
Hanging his wings , as ifhecouldnot fic: 


Blacke was his coate,and tauny was his bill, 


Grey were his legges, and gloomy was his 
Blunced ist - res) oparAr 
As if his brauery had beene much abuſed. 
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Bretons Melancholike Humoure, 
This foule olde birde of fome vahappy brood, 


- That could abide no hauke of higher win 


| (Bur fed his gorge vpon ſuch bloody Rokr 
Asmight,in feare,maintaine a cruell king) 
Faire on a rocke of pearle and pretious ſtone, 
Eſpicd a Phenix litung all alone, 


No ſooner had this heauenly birde in ſight, 
But vp he flickers, as he would haue flowae: 
Bur,all in feare, to make ſo farre a flighr, 
Vatill his pennes were ſomewhat harder growne: 
He gaue arowle, as, who ſhould ſay, in rage 
He hewd the fury of his froward age. 


And,for this Pherix ſtill did front his eyes, 
Hee cald a counſell of his kires together: 
With whom,in haſte,he wold = mean deuiſe, 
By ſecret arte to leade an armic thither, 
And ſopull mg rm lace of higheeſtate, 
: 


This heauenly bird, that he had ſo in hate, 


Much talke there was , & wondrous heede was 
How to atchicue this high attempt in hand: (held 
Some out were {ct to ſoare about the field, 
Where flue this grace and glory of the land, 
To mark her courſe,8& how ſhe made her wing, 
And how her ſtregth might tid with ſuch a king, 


And 
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And forthwith ſhould ſuch cages be deuiſed, 
As ſhould _—_— full many thouſand fowles: 

By whom, her ſeat ſhould quickly be ſurprized, 
And all her birds ſho-11d handled belike _— 

Notime detra&t this deede muſtneeds be dons 
: Andere they went, the world was wholly won, 


But,ſoft a while: no ſooner ſeene the land, 
Burt, ere they came in kenning of the coalt, 
So greata force their fortune did withſtand, 
That all the brauery of the birds was loſt: 
Someleakt,ſome ſanke,&ſome ſo ran on groiid, 


The cages buſt, and all the birds were drownd. 


But, when the cagle heard what was become 
_ Otall his flight, that flick'redhere and there, 
Some ſicke,fome hurt,ſome lame,$& all &ſiime 
Or farre from nope, or all roo neere in feare, 
He ſtoupt his trane, and hung his head ſoſore, 
As if his heart had neuer burit before, 


q A conceited fancy. 


v & 8 colourscan abide no ſtaine: 
£ Theſunnecan neuer loſe his light: 
And vertue hath a heauenly vyaine, 
That well may claime aqueenely right: 
So, giue my miſtrefle bur her due, 
Whortolde mecall theſc tales of you. 
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Bretons Melancholiks Humoars. | 
From heauen on earch, the Sunne doth ſhine, 
From vertue comes diſcrerions loue: 
 Theybothare inthemſclues divine; 
Yet worke for weaker hearts behoue: 


So, would my miſtrefle had her due, 
| Totell mecſtill theſe tales of you, 


But,oh, the Sunne is ina clowde, 
| Andvertue liues in fiveetes vnſcene: 
The carth ron heauen is notallow'd, 
| Abeggermult nor loue aQueene: 
So muſt my miſtreſſc haue her due, 
To tell mce ſtill theſe rales of you. 


Then ſhine faire Sunne, when clouds are gon: 
Liue vertue in thy queenely loue: 
« Chooſe ſome uchplaceto ſhine vpon, 
As may thy Paradiſe approue; 
Thar, when my miltreſle hath her due, 
I may heare all this heauen in you, 


q A ſmile miſconſirued, 


B Y your leaue,alittle while: 
Leuc hath gota beauties ſmile, 
\From on earth,the faireit face: 
But, he may be muchdeceiued, | 
 Kindenefle may be miſconceiued, 
| Laughing, ote, is in diſgrace. 
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Oh, bur he doth knowe her nature, 
And to be that blefled creature, 
That doth anſwere loue with kindneſſe, | 
Tuſh, the Phenix is a fable, 
Phabus horſes haue no ſtable: 
'Louc is often full of blindneſle. 


Oh, but he doth heare her voice: 
Which doth make his heart reioyce, 
With the ſweeteneſle of her ſounde. 
Simple hope may be abuſed. 
Heares he not he is refuſed? 
Which may giuc his heart a wound, 


No: loue can belicue it neuer, 
Beauty fauours once, and euer, 
Though proud enuie play the elfe: 
Truthe,and patience haue epproued 
Louc ſhalleuer be beloucd, 
' Ifmy miſtreſſe be her ſelfe. 


TAs 04de humour. 


P vRELy faire, and fairely wiſe, 
Bleſſed wit, and bleſſed eyes, 


Bleſled wile, and bleſſed faire, 
Neucr may thy bliſſe 1 ——_ 
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'Blefled beauty, wit, and ſenſe, 
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Kindely true, and truly kinde, 
Blefled heart, and bleſſed minde, 
Bleſſed kind, and bleſſed true, 
Euer may thy bliſſe rcaue. 


Sweetely deare, and dearely {weete, 
Blefled, where theſe bleſſings mecte: 


Bleſſed meetings never ccale, 
Euer may thy bliſle cncreaſc. 


Bleft, in natures excellence, 

Where all bleſſinges periſh neuer, 

Bleſſed maiſt thou liue tor cuer. 
q] Awagzger). 

HILDRENS ahs, and womens ohs 

Doe a wondrous grietec diſcloſe: 

Vhere a dugge the tone will ſtill, 

And the tother but a will. 


Then, in gods name, let them cry. 
While they cry,they will not die, 
For, but fewe that are ſo curſt, 

As to cry, vntill they burſt. 


Say, ſome children are vntoward: 

So ſome women are as froward: 

Let them cry them, twill not kill them: 
There is time caough to ſtill them, 


But 
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But, if pitty will be pleaſed 
Torelieue the ſmall diſealed, * 
When the helpe is once applying, 
They will quickly leaue their crying, 


Letthe childe then ſuckehis fill, 
" Lecthe woman haue her will, 
All will huſh, was hearde before: 
Ah,and oh,will cryno more, *' 
«| 4n odde concept. 
o YELY kinde, and kindly louing, 
Sucha minde were —_ 

ruly faire, and fairely true, 

Where are all theſe, but in you? 


Wiſely kinde, and kindely wiſe, ' 
Bleſfled life,where ſuch loue lies, 
Wilſc,and kinde,and faire,and true, 
Louely liuc all theſe in you. 


Sweetely deare,and dearely ſweete, 
Bleſled where theſc bleſſings mecte, 
 Sweete,faire,wiſe,kinde, bleſled,true, 
Bleſſed be all theſe inyou, 
«A dolefull fancy. 
oRR0O vv Tippe vpall thy ſenſes, 
Neereſt vnto horrors nature: 
Taſte of all thy quinteſlences, 

That may kill a wretched creature, 
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= oo Ts ;cancholike Humor. 
+ Then,beholde my wofull ſpirit, | 


Alin ns ouerthrowne: 
And, full cloſely, like a ferret, 
SEIZE vpon it for thine owne, 


Bur, if thou doe growe diſmaid, 
When thou doſt but looke on mee, 

When my paſſions well diſplaid, 
Will but make ablaſt of thee, 


Then in priefe of thy diſgraces, 
Where my fortunes doe deface thee, 
Tell thy Muſes to their faces, 


They may learne of mee tograce thee, 
For, thy ſighes,thy ſobbes,and teares 


 Burthy common badges beene: 
Whule the painetheprrit beares, 
Eates away the heart vnſccne, 


Where, in ſilence ſwallowed 
Are the ſighes and tcares of loue, 
Which aredrawne to fill the cuppe 


Muſt be drunke to deaths behoue., 


Then beholding my hearts ſwounc, 
In my torments more and more, 

Say,whenthou dot fit thee downe, 
Thou wert neuer grac't betote. 
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q M7 Epitaph vpon Poet Spencer, : 


Ov xxevritr Muſes ſorrowes minions, 


Dwelling in deſpaires opinions, 
Yee that neuer thought inuented, 
How a heart may be contented 

(Bur in torments all diſtreſſed, 
Hopclefle how to be redreſled, 
All with howling and with crving, 
Liueinacontinuall dying) 

Sing a Dirge on Spencers death, 

.Till your ſoules be out of breath. 


Bidde the Dunces keepe their dennes, 
And the Poers breake cheir pennes: 
Bidde the Sheepheards ſhed their reares, 
And the Nymphes go teare their haires: 
Bidde the Schollers leaug theirreeding, 
And prepare their hearts to bleeding; 
| Bidde the valiant and the wiſe, 

Full of ſorrows fill their eyes; 
All for griefe,that he is gone, 
Who did grace them euery one, 
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CE oe OR DETOT 


Fairy Queene, ſhew faireſt Queene 
How her faire in thee is "Sing : 


Sheepcheards Calender ſet downe, 


| Howtofigurebeſt aclowne, 

As for Mother Hubberts tale, 
Cracke the nut, and take the ſhale: 
And for other workes of worth, 
(All roo good to wander forth) 
Grieue that cuer you were wror, 
Andyour Author be forgor, 


Farewell Arte of Poetry, 
Scorningidle foolery: 
Farewell true conceited reaſon, 


Where was neuer thought of treaſon: 


Farewell iudgement with inuention, 
To deſcribe a hearts intention: 
Farewell wit,whoſe ſound and ſenſe 

| Shewe a Poets excellence: ' 
Farewell all in onetogither, 


And,with Spencers garland,wither. 
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DEA TEASERS EI EDS 
And, if any Graces liue, 

Thar will vertue honour giue, 

Let them ſhewe their true affeRion, 
In the depth of griefes perfection, 
In deſcribing forth her glory, 
When the is moſt deepely fory; 
Thar they all may wiſh to heere, 
Such a ſong, and ſuch aquier, 

As, with all the woes they haue, 
Follow Specer to his grauc, 


FINIS. 


